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trance to the green-room, but was never to so stage or behind the scenes; an ending to tne that pleased the company mightily, for they were all verv fond of Jimmy Fisk, or "The Prince/' as he was called He never forgot them on benefit nights; whether the beneficiary was man or woman there was alwavs a tHft ready from the " Railroad Prince/'                           8
He looked like a man well acquainted with his tub His yellow hair crisped itself into small waves right from its very roots. His blue eyes danced with fun, for he was one of nature's comedians. His manner was what he himself would describe as " chipper." No one could talk five minutes with him without being moved to laughter.
His own box was the right upper one, and as I first had him pointed out to me, yellow-haired, laughing, flashing now and then a splendid ring, I wondered if he really was the stalking-horse of the dark little man with the piercing eyes who sat for one act well back of the redundant and diffuse Mr. James Fisk. Wishing to make sure of the dark man's identity, I asked who he was. " Oh," was the answer, " he's gone now, but I suppose it was Gould, rooting out the ' Prince * to talk shop to him!" then, thrusting out a contemptuous under-lip, my informant added: " He's no good — he has nothing to do with the theatre! Scarcely ever comes to a performance, and doesn't see anything when he does. He couldn't tell any one of us apart from the others if he tried — and he's not likely to try. You want to keep your eye on Jimmie. If he likes you, you're in for flowers and a present, too, on your benefit!"
Imagine, then, my amazement on the third night of the season when this occurred: In one act I made my exit before the curtain fell —all the other characters being still upon the stage. Having a change of dress there, I always hurried down-stairs as quickly as possible, and passing in one door and out of the other, crossed the green-room to reach my dressing-room. That evening